CHAPTER   THREE
Fee Fo Fum
Fee Fo Fum
I smell the blood of an Englishman!
WHEN I arrived in America, Big Bill Thompson,
Mayor of Chicago, was delivering himself of
a great many acidulous statements concerning His
Majesty, King George V. King George, apparently,
was conspiring in the most tiresome manner against
Chicago's school-children. The white minds of these
innocents were being stained by his abominable sug-
gestions. At any moment, one gathered, King
George might emerge from the centre of Lake
Michigan in a submarine, and start a new revolu-
tion.
I always like to be in at the kill, and so I hurried to
Chicago without delay. Within twenty-four hours I
was seated in the outside office of Big Bill himself,
waiting, with a certain trepidation, to be admitted.
The anterooms of the great are silently eloquent of
the men to whom they belong. One used to approach
the late Lord Curzon through chilled and lofty
corridors in the manner of Louis XVI, and await his
arrival upon couches in the Empire style. The road
to Lloyd George, on the other hand, leads through a
homely door in Chelsea, painted a cheerful green,
redolent of optimism. White walls, starkly simple,
conducted one to Bernard Shaw's apartment in the
Adelphi, and an iron gate, securely locked, barred the
26